THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

hotel over the Punchbowl, a number of villas in their
own grounds, a few old cottages, a new church, and an
untidy cross-roads now, at week-ends and on Bank
Holidays, repellently busy. It suffered from early
development; were it started now it would not be so
towny, the likely limits of its growth would be limited
and its finest prospects might be entirely saved. But
somebody about 1890, as it might be a medical friend
of Grant Allen, on account of its height, its sand, and
its pine-laden breezes, recommended it as a health-
resort, and it very soon had its residential hotels and its
roads of ugly villas prosperously squatting behind their
laurels and their firs.

It had, from the first, a formidably intellectual atmo-
sphere. Dons settled there in retirement, or during their
vacations, architects who had known William Morris,
cultivated rentiers who had been disciples of Ruskin,
Members of Parliament who adored Sir Edward Grey
in spite of his Imperialism and detested Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain, candidates with polo-collars and red ties
who were acquainted with Keir Hardie, authors of text-
books on law and economics who took a correct interest
in spinets and the Dolmetsch family, professors of Greek
who drank no wine and supporters of the proletariat
who had never tasted beer, and were resolved, if they
could, to deprive the proletariat of it. I hope my
memory does not betray me when I say that most of
the villas contained grand pianos, portraits of Wagner
and Beethoven, the works of Mill, Morley, Mr. Bernard
Shaw and the young Galsworthy, that there were repro-
ductions of the Pre-Raphaelites on the stairs of all the
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